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Preface

The first piece that appears in my portfolio was written for a Contemporary American Drama class taught by Dr. Donna Bauerly.  We were instructed to research one particular author in great detail, and write a “voiced” paper on that author.   A voiced paper involves the student using the author’s distinct voice in the paper.  Common forms of voiced papers include simulated letters written back and forth between the student and the author or depicting an encounter between the student and the author.  As one can imagine, the voiced papers very often fuel creativity and imagination the student’s did not even know they had.

Just such creativity was the product of my voiced paper on playwright Lillian Hellman.  While researching Hellman, I became very intrigued with her writing style and even more with the topics she chose.  I decided to attempt a sequel to one of her most famous plays, The Children’s Hour.  In researching and writing this play, I achieved a number of the goals of the English Literature Major.  I achieved goal three, an ability to make informed judgments about the aesthetic, ethical, political, cultural, and existing significance of literary works, by evaluating Hellman’s works, all of which are steeped with ethical and cultural implications.  After critiquing her works, I made an informed judgment about these implications by writing my own play full of ethical allusions.  I also achieved goal four, an understanding of the central theoretical issues concerning the creation and criticism of literature.  I did this by creating my own piece of literature.  By imitating Hellman’s style, I was forced to understand the inherent nature of dramatic works and the role that culture played in Hellman’s work.  

The next piece in my portfolio was written while I was studying abroad in Dublin, Ireland.  I wrote it for my Modern Irish Literature Class taught by Dr. Joan Hyland from University College in Dublin.  For our last assignment we were given a list of essay titles and told to choose one.  I choose to write about paralysis in James Joyce’s Dubliners.  

In critiquing Dubliners, I satisfied goals two, five, and six.  My critical response the Dubliners is a mixture of formal and feminist criticism, fulfilling goal two by producing a reading of a literary work by studying and using critical strategies.  I fulfilled goal five not only by studying the background to Dubliners, but also by actually living in Ireland for four months and immersing myself in Irish culture.  After living in Dublin Joyce’s Dubliners and the characters within took on a whole new meaning to me.  Finally, my essay on Dubliners fulfills goal six by exhibiting strong writing skills such as the ability to synthesize ideas and concepts and to convey these ideas with clarity and creativity.  
An Adult’s Hour
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AN ADULT’S HOUR has yet to be produced on any stage.  

CHARACTERS

DOCTOR JOSEPH CARDIN

KAREN CARDIN

MARY TILFORD

AGATHA 

ACT I

Living-room of Joseph and Karen Cardin

Early evening in July
ACT II

Living room of the Tilford home.  

Later in the evening the next day.  

ACT III

Scene I
The same as in Act I.  September.  

Scene II

The same as before.  One year later.  
Katrina Hammell

Dr. Donna Bauerly

Ethical Issues in American Drama

Theme I

An Adult’s Hour

ACT ONE

PREFACE:  This play is set as a sequel to Lillian Hellman’s play “The Children’s Hour,” in which Mrs. Amelia Tilford accused Miss Martha Dobie and Miss Karen Wright, proprietresses of a boarding school for girls, of having unnatural sexual relations.  This claim was based on false accusations of Mary Tilford, Mrs. Tilford’s granddaughter.  Mrs. Tilford only discovered the truth after she had already ruined Karen and Martha’s life by exposing their supposed secret.  It was too late, however, as the claim not only broke off Karen’s upcoming marriage with Joe Cardin (who is also Mrs. Tilford’s grandson) but also led Martha to commit suicide because she came to the realization that she “loved [Karen] the way they said.”


An Adult’s Hour is set twelve years after these incidents.  For these past twelve years Amelia has been trying to compensate for causing so much ruin and pain.
  She labored five years to bring Joe and Karen back together, and then bought them a home in a town where they could begin a new life without the prejudice of the old.  Mary Tilford has been living with Amelia for this whole time.
  She has turned into a hard and manipulative young woman, but does not behave so very outwardly or obviously.  


SCENE:  The living room of Joseph and Karen Cardin in a middle-sized town.  It is furnished in an economical way, pleasant but far from elegant or fancy.  


A large door Left Center faces the audience.  There is another door Right.  An ordinary fireplace is on Left wall with no great distinction about it except for the lack of ornaments on it.  A pleasant but worn sofa and chair are at Right, and on the back wall is a bookcase.


It is early in an evening in July, twelve years after the play “The Children’s Hour,” in which Mrs. Amelia Tilford accused Miss Martha Dobie and Miss Karen Wright, proprietresses of the school her granddaughter attends, of having  unnatural sexual relations.  This claim was based on false accusations of Mary Tilford, the granddaughter.  Amelia Tilford found out all too late that her granddaughter was lying and has tried to compensate for it ever since.  


Karen sits in the chair reading a book.  A door is opened and shut offstage and footsteps are heard in the hallway.  Door Left opens and Dr. Joseph Cardin enters.  His clothes are nice enough but they are wrinkled from a day of work, and he appears very solemn.  Karen doesn’t seem to notice his entrance or just doesn’t care. 

Cardin.  Well, it’s finally happened.  

Karen.  (Talks without looking up).
  What’s that?  

Cardin.  (Speaks unsure, as if he doesn’t really want to tell Karen this, or as if he has something to hide.)  I picked up the letter on the way to work this morning.  I wanted to let you know sooner, but you know how it’s been at the hospital lately.  

Karen.  (Looks up now with nervous fear, seeing that Joe is having a hard time broaching the subject.)  Joe, if only you would have told me it was getting that bad, I could have continued on working at the school.  I really didn’t mind it as much as you made me out to.  

Cardin.  (Crosses to sit on couch next to Karen and grasps her hand.  With tenderness.)  No, no, no, Karen, I told you I wouldn’t have that happen for you, too many painful memories; besides, we’re not so bad off as all of that goes.

Karen.  Oh, I thought you meant—

Cardin.  No, I didn’t lie to you before when I said we were doing all right; it’s something else.  

Karen.  What then.  

Cardin.  (Hesitant.)  Amelia . . .died yesterday.  (Says this while watching Karen’s face.  Getting no reaction he continues, unsure of what to say.)  Of course, she left most of what she had to us, although God knows it wasn’t much anymore, and she still had to put some toward providing for (trails off, unwilling to specify and not sure how to continue).  The funeral’s tomorrow, we’ll have to leave by six.

Karen.  (Simply).  We said we’d never go back; I haven’t changed as much as that yet.  (With building anger).  Besides, you know she’ll be there, and you can believe she hasn’t changed as much as would warrant my desire to see her either.  

Cardin.  She has changed, and when Amelia got worse she started to really take care of her.  I know you saw it in the letters the same as I did.  

Karen.  (Angry).  Far from it.  Have you forgotten what she did to us?  To Martha?  To Amelia herself?  No matter how much she has changed, it doesn’t change what happened, and I won’t ever trust her actions or words.  

Cardin.  I’m not asking you to trust her just yet, but could you at least just give her another chance?  She was fourteen when this all happened.  You can’t punish her for it for the rest of her life. 

Karen.  Oh, yes I can.  An eye for an eye right?  Well, in this case, it’s a life for a life.  

Cardin.  (Slightly resigned).  Fine, but will you at least come to the funeral?  I know it’s not easy, but since when have our lives ever been easy?  It would mean so much to me, Karen.  

Karen.  (Hesitates, obviously torn.  Finally she throws her hands up in the air as if in defeat).  Ok, ok.  I’ll go, and I’ll even be civil.  But you have to understand how hard this is for me.

Cardin.  I do understand; more than anyone else I understand.  I’m not looking forward to it either but it’s something I think we have to do.  (Pauses).  You will try and give Mary another chance, though, right? 

Karen.  I can’t make any promises.  Let it be enough that I’m going for now.    
Cardin.  (Apprehensively).  The letter said something else, too.  

Karen.  (Coldly).  What’s that.  

Cardin.  (Speaking quickly as to get in everything before Karen has a chance to object).  Well she has no other relations, and you know what it cost Amelia to set us up here and how much her medications got to be in the end.  There’s almost nothing left, and still what is left goes almost wholly to us.  Mary has no friends and no money . . .  

Curtain falls as Cardin continues trying to convince Karen.  

ACT TWO
SCENE I


SCENE:  Living room at the Tilford home.  Despite the old, worn furniture there is trace of former elegance.  The exit to the hall is Left; glass doors Right lead to a dining room that cannot be seen.


It is after Amelia Tilford’s funeral.  The only people left are Agatha the housemaid,
 Joe and Karen Cardin, and Mary Tilford.  Joe sits in a chair placed next to the couch, which seats Mary.  Unable to sit due to nervous anger but with nowhere else to go, Karen paces the room.  Agatha is busy cleaning up after the funeral and wanders in and out throughout the scene on her way throughout the house.  No one in the room looks at anyone else and there is no conversation.  Mary appears as a quiet and proper woman, yet there is an eerie way about her, as if she knows something or feels superior to those around her.  It is obvious that Joe and Karen are uncomfortable, and this seems to amuse Mary.  

Mary.  (Sympathetically but with a trace of mock concern).  Are you all right, Cousin Joe?  

Cardin.  (With false bravado).  Never better.  

Mary.  (With an air of being mistress of the house).  I had Agatha prepare the East room for you and Karen; I hope it’s not too musty.  

Cardin.  I’m sure it will be fine; we’ll be leaving tomorrow anyway.  

Mary.  (A little surprised).  Oh, but when will you see Grandma’s lawyer?  Well, I’m sure 

she had everything in absolute order, but I believe you have to sign some papers yet.  

Cardin.  (Calmly).  I already have.  We came to town early this morning to settle everything.  (Pauses, then speaks slowly as if thinking about how to approach the subject in the best manner).  Mary, have you thought about what you will do now?

Mary.  (Very surprised at hearing that the meeting has already taken place, but regains composure and speaks with a slow realization).  I had assumed I would go on living here in Grandma’s house.  I would have Agatha, and I really do not need much to get by on, just a small allowance for each month.  

Karen.  (Scoffs quietly).  A small allowance, Mary?  When have you ever been able to live on a small allowance?  
Cardin.  And where would this allowance come from?

Mary.  (Confident and cold).  It’s not like we’re poor people, Joe.  Grandma Tilford was very rich, and I don’t believe that it’s all gone like she said either.  It was just another way to try and punish me.

Cardin.  I’m afraid not, Mary.  She was a smart lady, but what you did caused her to change in more ways than one, including the management of her money.  To this day, I have no idea how much she spent just trying to put things right again.  

Mary.  (Angry).  It was a child’s lie, and I’ve paid for it.  You think this is how I imagined my life to be?  You think living in this house with no one but a resentful maid is my idea of paradise?  No, I’ve paid for what I did and I’m still paying for it.  

Karen.  (Her voice rising, almost hysterical).  Do you still think that you’re the only one who suffered from this?  I don’t get you, Mary.  Even after twelve years all you can think about is yourself.  Well, you’re in for a very nasty surprise, there are other people in this world, and you’re about to be indebted to two of them for the rest of your life.  

Cardin.  (Rises from the chair as Karen speaks and starts to pace angrily.  Attempts to interrupt several times but is too overcome with anger to get the words out.  Finally he calms down a bit and stops pacing.  Passionately, trying to restrain himself).  Karen, you are not helping.  And, Mary, you have no idea of all the pain and devastation you caused.  You’ve ruined people’s lives.  

Mary.  (Alarmed by Joe’s anger.  Speaks despondently and with tears in her eyes, hoping to play upon his emotions).  Cousin Joe, I didn’t mean (sniffles) . . .  Well, I only thought that I was finally finished with paying for what I did.  Grandma never let me forget.  Every time I saw her look at me I knew what she was thinking.  It was even worse with Agatha.  Did you know she tried to convince Grandma to send me off?  Where would I go?  I just want to finally get on with my life.  Must I pay for this forever?

Cardin.  (Softening a little and calming down).  Well, I hope you and Agatha have patched things up.  And I do know how well you took care of Grandma—

Mary.  (Seeing him soften, speaks quickly not wanting to lose her chance).  Yes, yes, she was so ill for so long.  (With a pained expression).  All I could do was make her as comfortable as possible; it was all I could do—

Karen.  Except drain her spirit and health little by little by your presence.  

Agatha enters, having overheard the last part of the conversation.  
Agatha.  (Scornfully).  Which isn’t very far from the truth.  

Mary.  See?  Do you see what she thinks of me still after all that I’ve done?  

Agatha.  All that you’ve done?  You haven’t lifted one finger in this house since the day you came here.  
Cardin.  Is this true, Mary?  It was your care for Grandma that allowed me to hope that you had changed.  

Mary.  Oh, but I have changed, Cousin Joe, I really have.  You can’t just take her word for it.  You don’t how hard everything has been on me.  Besides, I was only a child then, I didn’t realize—

Cardin.  Well, let’s hope so, because I’ve made a decision.  The house must be sold.  There is no other way to pay off the debts, but there won’t be enough money left to put you or Agatha up anywhere.  I’m all you have left, Mary.  (An angry, shocked look passes across Mary’s face, but she quickly recovers).  But don’t worry.  I have arranged everything.  You and Agatha are going to come and live with Karen and me.  

Karen.  (With false sweetness in her voice).  But only for a trial period, remember Joe?  

Cardin.  (Beginning to get exasperated).  Of course.  It won’t be so bad.  Agatha has already agreed to come, so you will have one familiar face around.  Besides, Karen and I both realize that you’ve made some changes, and both hope that you’ve changed enough for this to work.  (As he says this Karen looks sharply at him, but does not say anything.  Agatha scoffs quietly under her breath and folds her arms).   You’re going to have to go and pack soon, though.  There won’t be much time tomorrow.  (Mary’s mouth hangs open in a shocked manner as the curtain falls).

ACT THREE

SCENE I


Scene:  the same as Act One.  Living room of Joe and Karen four months later.  


At Rise:  Mary is sitting on the couch in a relaxed position.  She appears very comfortable with her surroundings and has a haughty air about her.  A door is shut and the voices of Joe and Karen are heard in the hallway behind door Left.  As she hears the voices her face changes to show slight concern.  However, as the arguing continues she changes again and her face becomes hard and cold.  
Karen.  (Extremely agitated and angry).  I’m telling you she’s just the same.  You heard what the neighbor Mrs. King said.  She gets frightened every time she talks to her, and she doesn’t even know what Mary’s done.  

Cardin.  (Under his breath but insistent).  Would you be quiet with this nonsense?  I know she’s no angel, but she has done nothing but treat us with respect since she got here.  That’s certainly more than I can say of your treatment to her.  

Agatha enters with a look of concern on her face.  

Agatha.  (Looking towards door Left).  Now what’s happening?  What did you do this time?  

Mary.  (Scornfully).  I haven’t done a thing, they just got home.  
Karen.  (Still behind door Left.  Agatha listens closely, leaning her head slightly to the door).  I have treated her with more charity than she deserves.  For twelve years I have tried to move on with my life, to forget what happened.  When you suggested we take her in I agreed because I thought it might help us move on.  But I was wrong; nothing has changed in her since she was fourteen.  How are we supposed to move on now with that kind of constant reminder?  

Agatha.  (Her eyes narrow as she hears the topic of the conversation).  Everywhere you go you bring devastation.  Do you see what you’ve done to them?  If Mrs. Tilford could see this now she’d turn in her grave.  

Cardin.  (Angrily).  Do you realize that she can probably hear us right now?  I know you don’t see any change, but I do.  I honestly do.  Did you ever think that you’re just as much a reminder to her as she is to you?  The girl has suffered enough, Karen.  

Karen.  (Speaks a little hysterically as she enters the room with Cardin following close behind her.  ).  Not nearly enough.  (As she enters the room she sees Mary and looks directly at her as she finished her words more calmly).  Not ever enough.  

Cardin.  (Subdues, but with authority).  All right, Karen, we can talk about it later.  

(Mary, who has heard the whole conversation, sits smugly on the couch with an air of cold diffidence, yet it is obvious she is bothered by what she heard.  Agatha merely stares accusingly at Mary).

Karen.  No, we can talk about it now, with her.  

Mary.  (With obvious mock concern that Joe is oblivious to, but is apparent to Karen, Agatha, and the audience).  What’s wrong, Aunt Karen?  Are you ill?

Karen.  Yes, I have been ever since you arrived, and I will be until you leave.  

Mary.  (Simply).  I’m not going anywhere.  

Karen.  (Slightly hysterical).  What do you want?  Is it money?  It must be; what else could it be?  (She pauses, the recognition of an idea shows on her face).  Here (taking off her wedding ring and places it on the table.  Joe looks on as she does this with a mixture of anger, shock, and hurt playing across his face), take this and go.  You can get enough for it to leave here.  You’re an inventive girl; you’ll find something to do, some way to get by.  

Agatha.  Don’t do anything rash, Karen.  You two have worked so hard to repair your marriage.  

Cardin.  (All of the hurt has gone out of his features.  Now the only emotion let is anger, speaks in almost a whisper).  You would give her your wedding ring?  

Karen.  Yes, I would.  Don’t worry, Agatha.  What’s a ring compared to getting rid of (pauses, then turns to Mary), you.  (Nobody speaks.  Both Joe and Karen’s attention slowly turns to Mary, and everyone realizes that she now has the fate of their marriage in her hands.  Their eyes travel from Mary to the ring on the table).                                  
Mary.  (Her attitude starts to change as she picks up the ring.  Her vulnerability and loneliness begin to show, but her voice still sounds resentful).  It’s not like I’m happy here anyway.  (Karen looks at Mary in disbelief, then looks at Joe, but he only stares at the ring in Mary’s hand).

Karen.  (Shocked by the change in Mary).  So you’re leaving?  You’re actually going to leave?  (Guilt begins to play on her features).  But, where will you go?  

Mary.  You said it yourself.  I’m an inventive girl.  I’ll find something.  
Cardin.  (Staring accusingly at Karen).  You don’t have to go anywhere, Mary.  
Mary.  Yes I do, Joe.  All these twelve years I have resented the chance that you two got to start over.  With me here that chance is gone, for all of us.  Don’t think I’m doing this just for you two.  

Agatha.  You’re not going alone, Mary.  I made a promise . . .

Mary.  A promise?  Of course, Grandma couldn’t let me be.  Even now that she’s gone she’s still hovering over me.  Don’t bother about your promise, Agatha, I’ll be fine.  

Agatha.  Nonetheless, I’m coming with you.  Maybe you never cared about Mrs. Tilford’s wishes but I can’t break my promise.  

(Curtain falls as Agatha and Mary continue arguing.  Joe and Karen stand looking  at each other).    
ACT THREE

SCENE II


Scene:  the same as before.  Living room of Joe and Karen approximately one year later.

At Rise:  The room has changed from Act I.  Now the fireplace is adorned with various pictures and ornaments.  There are also more pictures on the walls.  Joe and Karen enter from door Left.  They appear to be happy now and are holding hands.  Karen goes to sit down on the couch while Joe puts their shopping bags on the floor.  He sits down next to her holding the mail. 

Cardin.  (Happily).  Did you enjoy yourself?  

Karen.  Of course I did!  It’s not everyday that my husband takes me shopping.  

Cardin.  Well, I’m glad.  (They kiss and Joe looks down at the mail in his lap.  A slight look of concern crosses his face).  This looks like Agatha’s handwriting.  

Karen.  Well, don’t jump to any conclusions.  It doesn’t necessarily mean that it’s bad 

news.  

Cardin.  (Opens up the letter.  There is a pause as he reads it).  She’s coming home.  

Karen.  (Eyes widening.  Her voice slightly panicky).  Who’s coming?  I thought she was never coming back?  

Cardin.  Not Mary.  Agatha.  She’s coming home, alone.  Apparently she’s been extremely ill.  (His voice sounds hollow as he says this).  It says she left Mary the 

day before she wrote this.  This letter was postmarked two weeks ago, though.  Something doesn’t seem right.  

As he says this a sounds is heard from behind Door Left.  Karen and Cardin both stare as Mary walks through the door dragging her luggage.  Mary has an unconcerned air about her.  

Mary.  (Speaks sarcastically, as Cardin and Karen only stare in shocked silence).  Don’t bother getting up, I can handle it.  

Cardin.  (Still shocked).  Where’s Agatha?  We just got a letter from her today.  

Mary.  (Scoffs).  No concern for me, things don’t seem to have changed around here.  (Pauses, taking a deep breath and putting a pained expression on her face).  One thing has changed, however.  Agatha is dead, she died five days ago.  

Cardin.  (Incredulous).  Dead!?  How can she be dead?  We just got a letter from her today saying she was leaving you to come back here . . . (Suspicion spreads across his face).  How do you know that she’s dead if she left you?

Mary.  (Pauses, as if to make sure she answers the question correctly).  Well, I was worried about her going off on her own.  I know she’s a smart lady, but in all honesty her common sense is lacking.
   I finally caught up to her, but it was too late.  She was too ill for anyone to do anything.  (Bows her head and sighs).  At least she died peacefully.  

Karen.  There can be no peace where you are.  

Mary.  I would expect such a welcome from you.  

Karen.  (In a panicked voice).  Joe, she has to leave now.  She did it, I just know it.  Her mind has become so twisted that she actually killed someone.  

Mary.  That is absolutely ridiculous.  Are you going to blame me for every single bad thing that happens for the rest of your life?  (Turning to Joe).  Cousin Joe, I have no money left and nowhere else to go.  My only companion has died and I just don’t know what to do.  (Sits down on the couch and starts to cry softly).
Cardin.  (Staring, open mouthed).  I—I don’t know what to say.  This is all such a shock.  (Beginning to regain composure).  I mean—well, of course you can stay.  

Karen.  (Now hysterical).  What are you doing, Joe?  You must realize that she won’t stop until she has everything!  (To Mary, with extreme coldness).  I won’t let you win.  You may have others under your spell, but I know better.  (Her last statement is said slowly, menacingly).  You will regret coming back here.
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late, however I couldn’t put it down and read it all in one sitting!  The emotion and feeling within this play, similarly to The Little Foxes, grabs you and won’t let go.  The play is about two friends who own a boarding school together.  One of their pupils in a ploy to get out of school accuses them of lesbianism to her grandmother, who consequently exposes them, ruining their school and lives.  The grandmother finds out all too late the wickedness of her granddaughter and is overcome with guilt, but there is nothing she can do to make things right again.  Since I wrote a sequel to this play, it has been an invaluable resource.  I obviously used it to help me with Hellman’s style, her method of writing, and my character’s personality.  I also used it as a guideline for the format of my play and writing my stage directions.    
MacNicholas, Carol, Lillian Hellman.  Dictionary of Literary Biography.  Ed. John MacNicholas.  Vol. 7.  Detroit:  Gale Research Company, 1981.  275-295.    

I found this to be a very good biographical resource.  There are twenty solid pages in it on Lillian Hellman alone.  The information I gained from it was very helpful.  Some things I found very interesting was how she has succeeded in the literary field, despite her sporadic education and not completing college.  I was also impressed with how much research it says Hellman does on her plays.  For The Little Foxes Hellman had 108 pages of single space typed notes and rewrote the play nine times!  Most of the biographical information I used was from this source.  

Works Consulted:  

Armato, Philip M.  “Good and Evil” in Lillian Hellman’s The Children’s Hour.  Critical Essays on Lillian Hellman.  Ed. Mark W. Estrin.  Boston Massachusetts:  G. K. Hall & Co., 1989.  73-78.  


This essay was extremely interesting.  The thing that interested me the most was the discussion of morality in The Children’s Hour.  The ending of my play changed many times, mostly due to my reading of this essay.  I wanted to instill Hellman’s morality into my play as well, but found it hard to do as I also wanted to maintain the up in the air ending Hellman utilizes in The Children’s Hour.  In the end I did my best, but am sure that I did not reconcile the morality in my play as well as Hellman did in hers.  
Hellman, Lillian.  An Unfinished Woman--a Memoir.  Boston:  Little, Brown and Company, 1969. 


I have only read the first chapter in this book, but I did find out some interesting things.  For instance when her Uncle Jack, whom Lillian never had much contact with, gave her a ring for graduation Lillian  took it to a hock shop and sold it for twenty five dollars.  She used this money to buy books, and told her uncle immediately what she had done.  Her uncle laughed and said, “So you’ve got spirit after all.  Most of the rest of them are made of sugar water,” a line which Hellman used in her play The Little Foxes.
_ _ _.  The Little Foxes.  Six Modern American Plays.  The Modern Library.  New York:  Random House, 1967.  199-269.    


I found this play to be very intriguing.  It helped me to see Hellman’s style.  In this play she follows the drama of a power hungry and greedy family in their pursuit of more power and money.  The characters are clearly depicted as good or evil with very little middle ground.  This is a known characteristic of Hellman’s works.  Also a known characteristic that is portrayed through The Little Foxes is characters that are formed after people that Hellman knew.  Birdie reminds Hellman of her mother, and the Hubbards are fashioned after her mother’s family, who at family gatherings very often only talked of money issues.  Addie is modeled after Hellman’s childhood nurse Sophronia, who had a great impact on Hellman’s life.  I believe Agatha is also modeled after Sophronia.  Both nurses/maids take a stance on the side of good in the novel, however mild it may be.   

“Links for Book by Lillian Hellman.”  Hellman.net.  23 January.  2002.  <http://hellman.net/lillian/>.  


This site simply gave me some more biographical information, although in a much shorter, easier to handle form than the DLB.  It was from this source that I found my connection with Hellman as atypical woman.  Within the biography emphasis was placed on her political activity, especially her reaction to House Un-American Activities Committee, which I thought was extremely interesting.  Also within this source were links to other sources and the books she has written.   

Katrina Hammell

Irish Literature

Dr. Joan Hyland

Male and Female Paralysis in Dubliners

Critics widely recognized that each story within James Joyce’s Dubliners contains a theme of paralysis.  In fact, Joyce himself wrote, “My intention was to write a chapter of the moral history of my country and I chose Dublin for the scene because that city seemed to me the centre of paralysis” (Joyce, letter to Grant Richards, 5 May 1906).  Contained in this moral history called Dubliners are twelve stories that deal with the paralysis of a central male character and only four that deal with so called paralysis within a central female character.  It could be said that Joyce did this merely because he is a male, therefore could write the character better.  However, Joyce writes female characters just as convincing as male characters.  In looking at the male-centered stories versus the female-centered stories I find a difference.  As the author Marilyn French says in her book Shakespeare’s Division of Experience, “The basic distinction in human social order since the beginning of recorded history has been gender” (French, 11).  While it is obvious that each of the stories within Dubliners deal with paralysis, I contend that the paralysis within a male character and the paralysis within a female character are essentially different.  

Male paralysis is evident in the story “Araby,” about a young boy’s obsession over his friend’s sister.  His life revolves around thinking about her and when the next time he is going to see her will be, even though he has never had a conversation with her.  He comments, “I had never spoken to her except for a few casual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my foolish blood” (Joyce 20).  His life is ruled by this fascination, and when she finally speaks to him he is astounded:  “When she addressed the first words to me I was so confused that I did not know what to answer” (Joyce 21). She asks him if he is going to the bazaar called Araby, and he replies that if he goes he will bring something back for her.  His fantasy finally has a tangible yet desperate hold, and his obsession gets even worse:  “I could not call my wandering thoughts together.  I had hardly any patience with the serious work of life, which, now that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child’s play, ugly monotonous child’s play” (Joyce 22).  This fixation rules his young life, and he desires to break into the adult world in order for the girl to take him seriously.  Araby represents his chance to prove himself and gain freedom from his normal self, a self that is trapped in a world of fantasy rather than reality.  He believes that attending the bazaar will transform him into someone that Mangan’s sister could desire, and his whole being is focused on doing everything properly in order to perfect the transformation.  When the night of the bazaar finally comes the boy must wait for his uncle to come home and give him money before he can go.  His uncle, however, is out late drinking, and as a result the narrator is late for the bazaar.  When he finally arrives at Araby, only a couple stands are open.  He browses one stand but doesn’t really see the objects for sale, being too caught up in his imagined failure.  The lights turn out, symbolizing the abrupt end of the young boy’s search for freedom and entrance into an adult world.  

In the end of “Araby,” it could be said that the boy’s search for freedom is ended abruptly by a state of paralysis.  This may be true; however, the paralysis isn’t entirely his fault.  When the boy sees his chance of fulfilling his dream he does everything in his power to achieve this.  The problem, however, is that there are things controlling the events that are beyond his power to control.  In his home he must wait for his uncle to get back so the family can eat dinner before he leaves.  Therefore, when the uncle does not come home, the boy finds himself trapped.  When the man finally does come home and the boy heads to the bazaar it is too late.  He gets as far as the bazaar, but is so embarrassed and shy about being late that he cannot do anything.  Almost all of the stands are closed and the people in those that are open are rude to him for being there so late.  While he had a chance to buy something, he is too caught up in his embarrassment and failure.  His illusions fall apart:  “Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger” (Joyce 25).  While there is paralysis within the boy, I contend that there is also growth and realization as well.  When his fantasy doesn’t come true--and when does it ever in young boys-- he sees himself from a totally new perspective.  He realizes that his motivation was not as noble as he had thought it was.  Instead of going to Araby to get a present for the woman he loves, the boy now comprehends that he was motivated by selfish purposes, escaping from his own drab existence to something wonderful.  However, instead of finding the “Eastern enchantment” he pictured, he discovers instead a drab flea market.  His illusions of the bazaar parallel his illusions of himself and when the lights turn out we see these illusions die.   

Closely paralleling “Araby,” is the story “Eveline.”  Chronologically following “Araby” in Dubliners, the reader’s mind is immediately brought back to the previous story in the first paragraph.   The girl, house, and field all seem very like the boy, house, and field from “Araby.”  As the story goes on, differences inherently come out, and although one can argue that the characters end up in the same state of paralysis in the end, I believe that their ending positions are drastically different.  

The main character of “Eveline” is a young woman of the same name.  From the beginning, Joyce paints Eveline’s portrait as shy and insecure.  The whole story only takes place in only two settings and in the time span of probably a few hours.  Yet, within that time, the readers are guided through the complex and doubtful thought process of Eveline trying to discover the right answers.  Eveline is stuck with staying at home and taking care of her father when she promised her dying mother that she would “keep the home together as long as she could” (Joyce 29).  She has two brothers, but one is dead and the other has a job that keeps him in the country most of the time.  Forced to live in the house with only her abusive father for company and to work a job where she gets just as much abuse, it is no surprise that Eveline would look for a way out.  However, Eveline’s sense of duty keeps her in place, and the seemingly foolish idea of leaving the place she has lived all her life causes her to regress into what is safe and easy:  “It was hard work – a hard life – but now that she was about to leave it she did not find it a wholly undesirable life” (Joyce 28).  This sentiment comes after Eveline lists all of the reasons she wants to leave, but most of all we see that she is afraid of change and of doing something drastic.  

In a panic Eveline finally decides to leave with her lover:  “She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror.  Escape!  She must escape!  Frank would save her.  He would give her life, perhaps love, too.  But she wanted to live.  Why should she be unhappy?” (Joyce 30).  In her alarm she goes to the dock to meet Frank.  However, once she is there she panics again.  Even though the boat and Frank represent freedom, she begins to see herself as being trapped and unable to back out.  In the end she is petrified by indecision, unable to move or even speak.  

It is obvious that both “Araby” and “Eveline” end in the paralysis of the main characters.  However, the paralysis is different in each story.  The boy in “Araby” could be seen as having been more of a victim of circumstance than anything else.  He does everything in his power to achieve his fantasy.  When the opportunity to please the girl presents itself he loses no time in acting on it.  However, he is prohibited from carrying out his plans by his drunken father.  

Eveline’s situation is much different.  While the boy in “Araby” still has a whole life yet to live, Eveline’s life is already set before her.  Both characters may be controlled by either a drunken or abusive father, but Eveline’s circumstances are different in that she in an adult.  She has the power to make her own decisions.  Despite this in Eveline’s mind she is bound by her honor and unconsciously she is bound by her culture.  Leaving her father even though he is a drunk and abusive, would constitute a horrible sin in her belief system.  Not only that, but leaving her country and all that is familiar is something she cannot even really comprehend.  When she runs to the docks to escape she is going against all of the values and morals she has grown up with.  While Frank and the boat are really her only chance for freedom, the thought of challenging this belief system is too much for her to handle:  “All the seas of the world tumbled about her heart.  He was drawing her into them:  he would drown her” (Joyce 30).  When the boat leaves Eveline is truly paralyzed.  She cannot move physically, and emotionally she has become frozen, “She set her white face to him, passive, like a helpless animal.  Her eyes gave him no sign of love or farewell or recognition” (Joyce 31).  This total paralysis contrasts greatly to the paralysis of the boy in “Araby.”  While we see recognition in the boy; Eveline has not gained any knowledge from her paralysis.  

In Joyce’s story “Clay,” the main character Maria experiences a paralysis similar to Eveline’s.  Joyce masterfully wrote this story so that you see Maria as she sees herself and as others see her.  Within Maria’s mind, she is a sweet person, whom everyone likes, “Everyone was so fond of Maria” (Joyce 85).  Other compliments to Maria are scattered throughout the story such as, “—Mamma is mamma but Maria is my proper mother” (Joyce 86); and, “she looked with quaint affection at the diminutive body which she had so often adorned.  In spite of its years she found it a nice tidy little body” (Joyce 87).  The interesting thing about the compliments is that they all come from her.  

When we finally see interaction with other people in the story we realize that Maria is in denial and is paralyzed by that denial.  She leads a very lonely life, but is unwilling to admit the loneliness to herself, “She arranged in her mind all she was going to do and thought how much better it was to be independent and have your own money in your pockets” (Joyce 87).  Maria goes to visit her only friends, and is extremely excited about the prospect of the visit.  Once she arrives, however, we see that her friends have a different view of her than Maria describes.  Everyone seems to like her; however, they treat her in a patronizing manner.  Maria’s situation especially becomes clear when they insist that she play a game with the children.  She is blindfolded and led to a table where there are a number of items laid out including a prayer-book, water, and ring.  If you got the prayer-book  it signified that you would go into religious life; if you got the water it meant you would travel; and if you got the ring you would be married.  When Maria plays the game, however, the children play a trick on her and she gets clay.  
She felt a soft wet substance with her fingers and was surprised that nobody spoke or took off her bandage.  There was a pause for a few seconds; and then a great deal of scuffling and whispering.  Somebody said something about the garden, and at last Mrs. Donnelly said something very cross to one of the next-door girls and told her to throw it out at once:  that was no play.  Maria understood that it was wrong that time and so she had to do it over again:  and this time she got the prayer-book.  (Joyce 90-91).  

Maria has no idea that a mean trick was just played on her.  She has no recognition of her real position in life, a common dishwasher in the Dublin by Lamplight laundry.  Her paralysis is even deeper than Eveline’s, in that she never even reaches the point where she could try to break free.  She has no idea that her whole life is based on false assumptions.  Because of this Maria is paralyzed from the beginning, and experiences no recognition or growth.   
No critique on Joyce’s Dubliners is complete without looking at the final and most praised story of the work, “The Dead.”  Far exceeding the previous stories in length and character complexity, “The Dead” acts as the culmination of paralysis in Dubliners.  The story begins at the home of the Misses Morkan’s during their annual Christmas party.  A variety of people are in attendance, but the story’s main character is Gabriel, who arrives late with his wife, Gretta.  

Gabriel’s personality is displayed immediately when we see how awkwardly he behaves with the maid Lily.  In an attempt to make cheerful conversation, Gabriel asks if they will be attending her wedding soon.  Lily replies bitterly, “The men that is now is only all palaver and what they can get out of you” (Joyce 161).  This answer discomposes Gabriel, and in an attempt to amend for his folly he thrusts money in her hand and runs up the stairs.  The incident bothered him, however, “He was still discomposed by the girl’s bitter and sudden retort.  It had cast a gloom over him which he tried to dispel by arranging his cuffs and the bows of his tie” (Joyce 161).  A similar instance occurs when Gabriel dances with Miss Ivors, a young nationalist.  She chides him for writing for a British newspaper and calls him a “West Briton.”  When Gabriel refuses to go on an excursion to the West of Ireland, considered a place which preserved the old Irish ways, Miss Ivors asks him why.  Gabriel has no answer, and is thoroughly discomposed by the encounter.  Through this instance and the instance with Lily, we realize that Gabriel likes to be in control of every situation.  When he feels that he loses control or is misunderstood, he becomes very flustered.  We also realize Gabriel’s issues with his identity when he blurts out his reason for not visiting his own country, “—O, to tell you the truth, retorted Gabriel suddenly, I’m sick of my own country, sick of it!” (Joyce 172).  In a time of rising Irish nationalism, this comment is full of significance.  Gabriel unconsciously sees the paralysis in his own country, and is trying to avoid the same fate.  

Nonetheless, Gabriel is paralyzed at the end of the story.  As everyone is leaving the party Gabriel sees his wife standing on the stairs:  “There was a grace and mystery in her attitude as if she were a symbol of something” (Joyce 191).  He is captured by her image.  This sentimentalism happens again when they are preparing to leave, 

She was standing right under the dusty fanlight and the flame of the gas lit up the rich bronze of her hair which he had seen her drying at the fire a few days before.  She was in the same attitude and seemed unaware of the talk about her.  At last she turned towards them and Gabriel saw that there was colour on her cheeks and that her eyes were shining.  A sudden tide of joy went leaping out of his heart.  (Joyce 193).  

Emotions begin to run riot within Gabriel, who is now very sensitive to the presence of his wife:  “She had no longer any grace of attitude but Gabriel’s eyes were still bright with happiness.  The blood went bounding along his veins; and the thoughts went rioting through his brain, proud, joyful, tender, valorous” (Joyce 194).  He begins to reminisce about all of their moments together and believes that Gretta is in the same mood that he is:  “He would call her softly:  --Gretta!  Perhaps she would not hear at once:  she would be undressing.  Then something in his voice would strike her.  She would turn and look at him. . . .” (Joyce 195).  When he finally builds up the courage to take action he realizes his mistake in guessing her feelings:  “He was trembling now with annoyance.  Why did she seem so abstracted?” (Joyce 198).  She eventually comes to him, but he can tell that something is wrong.  Finally, Gretta reveals the true reason for her distractedness:  “—O, I am thinking about that song, The Lass of Aughrim.  She broke loose from him and ran to the bed and, throwing her arms across the bed-rail, hid her face. … --I am thinking about a person long ago who used to sing that song. … --It was a young boy I used to know…” (Joyce 199).  Once Gabriel realizes that the things he had noticed in her that night were not meant for him, but for another man, he becomes angry and awkward.  He has lost control of the situation.  With jealousy building up in him he questions her and discovers that the boy she spoke of had died for love of her when she was leaving for school.  This knowledge causes Gabriel to doubt their whole life together, and even to doubt his own feeling about her, “He had never felt like that himself towards any woman but he knew that such a feeling must be love” (Joyce 203).  


Gabriel’s so-called paralysis in this story comes in the end, when he realizes that he was mistaken about many things, including his wife’s feelings for him:  “His soul had approached that region where dwell the vast hosts of the dead. …  His own identity was fading out into a grey impalpable world:  the solid world itself which these dead had one time reared and lived in was dissolving and dwindling” (Joyce 203).  However, his paralysis isn’t total, like Eveline and Maria’s.  Instead, it is more like that of the boy in “Araby,” where he comes to a realization and grows from it.  We see this realization in his change in attitude toward Gretta as she lay sleeping, 

Gabriel, leaning on his elbow, looked for a few moments unresentfully on her tangled hair and half-open mouth, listening to her deep-drawn breath.  So she had had that romance in her life:  a man had died for her sake.  It hardly pained him now to think how poor a part he, her husband, had played in her life.  (Joyce 202).  

His has come to a realization, and instead of shutting down he has opened up to the possibility that much of what he took for granted is wrong.  In fact, he even envies Gretta her former love, “Generous tears filled Gabriel’s eyes.  He had never felt like that himself towards any woman but he knew that such a feeling must be love” (Joyce 203).  In the end, Gabriel admits his problems to himself and decides to do something about it, “The time had come for him to set out on his journey westward” (Joyce 204).  He is going to a region, both physically and mentally, where before he dared not travel, for fear of realizing his true identity.  

Clearly, there is a difference between the male and female experience of paralysis in Joyce’s Dubliners.  Male paralysis is portrayed as being a step or phase in the character’s lives.  The males learn from their paralysis instead of being doomed by it.  The reader can see this realization through the growth and recognition that the male characters exhibit.  On the other hand, female paralysis is seen as final.  The female characters do not grow or learn from their experience.  Rather, they are truly and utterly paralyzed.  I believe that the paralysis within female central characters as opposed to male central characters shows the confining role women had in Dublin and in Ireland at the time Joyce wrote Dubliners.  Whatever the reason, it is apparent that Joyce wrote the male and female characters differently within Dubliners.  
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Reflection

Literature has fascinated me from an early age.  I was always an extremely active child, yet all I needed to settle down was a good book.  The worlds created from the page within my mind were wondrous and amazing.  However, I never imagined that I would become an English Literature major in college.  Like many others before me, I wasn’t sure what you could do with an English major but teach or write, neither of which I planned on doing.  A business or management major seemed much more practical.  Despite these misgivings, I knew that I wanted a major that I enjoyed rather than one that was a “safe bet.”  Therefore, when a professor of mine opened my eyes to all of the possibilities, it didn’t take long for me to decide.  Now I can confidently say that my English major has given me invaluable experiences and taught me innumerable lessons that will aid me not only in my career life but also in my personal life as well.  I have been able to develop my writing and creative ability so that no matter where I go or what I do I can make the most of it.  I also have the wonderful ability to reflect on my life through examining literature and making connections and reflections in my own life.  As I prepare to leave Loras I am confident that my English Literature Major has prepared and fully qualified me for whatever is to come.  

When it came time to decide which papers to include in my portfolio I was in quite a dilemma.  Most of the papers I wrote in my college career were saved electronically.  Unfortunately, some technical problems came up and I lost all of these.  This setback significantly reduced my options.  However, while this hindrance may be considered a tragedy, in reality it turned out to be a blessing in disguise.  I know that if I had the option I would not have chosen to take on the extremely difficult task of revising my essay on paralysis in Joyce’s Dubliners.  As it stands, I did end up choosing it for my portfolio.  The process of research and revision on this paper alone has allowed me to grow and development as an English Major.  

This portfolio has taught me a number of things.  Whenever a person must write a paper in college there are deadlines.  Looking back on all of the papers I have written, I cannot think of one that I was completely satisfied with at the time I handed it in.  The Literature Portfolio has allowed me to further research and more fully develop them.  This opportunity has been a valuable lesson in serious research and writing.  I have discovered the joy of being able to fully immersing myself into one book for an extended amount of time.  

All of this has matured me into a more critical reader.  I have read and enjoyed countless books.  However, I only scratched the surface of the meaning and significance of these works until I became a Literature Major.  These pieces show my maturation in their understanding of the authors’ techniques and devices.  Only through this understanding was I able to imitate Hellman’s style and able to critique Joyce’s use of paralysis.  
Some of my greatest strengths as a Literature Major are exhibited in my portfolio.  I believe that one of these strengths is the ability to identify styles and techniques used by authors and apply them to my writing.  A pattern I have noticed throughout my life is that my writing is always influenced by whatever I am currently reading.  For instance, looking back on a paper that I wrote while reading J.R. Tolkien’s trilogy The Lord of the Rings I notice the extreme imagination and creativity I used.  Another paper I wrote while taking a course in 19th Century British Literature is full of romantic language.  Most recently, researching Joyce’s Dubliners has inspired me to write my own short story in Joyce’s style, using blunt truth to portray our culture.  In my portfolio, this is portrayed in An Adult’s Hour, where I imitate Lillian Hellman’s unique style.  In order to do reproduce a play true to Hellman I had to have an intimate understanding of her techniques and writings.  

I believe that the ability to make connections between a literary work and a person’s own life is essential to being an English major.  Fortunately, I also believe that I posses this strength.  Originally, my paper on paralysis in Dubliners was just that, a paper on paralysis.  The idea to look deeper at male and female paralysis came from a mixture of living in Ireland and immersing myself in the culture there; from Marilyn French’s “The Gender Priniciples,” which I studied in a class both fall and spring semester of this school year; and from a cluster course I took last fall grouping American Literature:  The Search for Identity and Introduction to Personality.  Not only did these classes influence the idea of my paper, they also influenced my critique.  I was able to draw in a great deal of knowledge about personality and gender principles because of my background.  On the flip side, I also make connections between literature and my own life almost every day.  Whether it be relating to a character, a situation or experience, or an author; these connections give my life more depth.  One person cannot experience it all personally, but literature allows us to experience whatever we want.  

As a senior about to graduate with an English Literature Major, I know that the Literature has always been a strong theme in my life.  Thinking back on me as a child, I see myself stuffing a towel in the crack of my bedroom door so my parents wouldn’t see that the light was on (because I was covertly reading instead of sleeping as I was supposed to).  Or looking back to high school, I was voted most athletic, but I wasn’t a typical jock.  Rather, I was the student-athlete who carried a book on the bus and read instead of playing cards with the other girls.  All of these experiences laid a pattern in my life.  Now that I am graduating from college, I see my Literature Portfolio as the culmination of my love of literature; but I do not see it as the end.  I know that as I move on in my life, my experiences as a literature major will never leave me and will aid me in everything I do.           

� In this play I am attempting to imitate Lillian Hellman’s voice and technique.  In particular, I am using her play The Children’s Hour as the basis for my play.  The Children’s Hour was highly controversial but also highly successful in the time of its publication.  I acquired the title, An Adult’s Hour from the name of an interview of Lillian Hellman by Lucius Beebe (Bryer 3).  


� This statement comes from a climactic scene in The Children’s Hour, in which Martha admits to Karen, “I have loved you the way they said” (Hellman, Children’s 595).  Because the play talks about lesbianism, a “taboo subject in 1934,” it was banned in Boston, Chicago, and London (Griffin 27).  Despite this fact it was still very successful and was made into a movie.  The movie, however, little resembles the original play, as it was “tamed down” so that the general public could handle it (Bauerly 30).  


� Once Mrs. Tilford found out the truth in The Children’s Hour she begs Karen to allow her to help, saying “Oh, let’s try to make something for you.  You’re young and I—I can help you. . . .  Take whatever I can give you.  Take it for yourself and use it for yourself” (Hellman, Children’s 598).  


� In The Children’s Hour Karen tells Mrs. Tilford that she could send Mary away, but Mrs. Tilford replies “No.  I could never do that.  Whatever she does, it must be to me and no one else” (Hellman, Children’s 598).  


� I used the stage directions in The Children’s Hour as a guideline for all of my stage directions, including capitalizations.  


� Hellman utilizes stage directions to include facial expressions.  


� As Karen was a proprietress in a school when her life was ruined, working in a school again would bring back painful memories.  


� The setup of this scene is taken directly from ACT TWO SCENE I of The Children’s Hour.  Since it is the same room in the same house I thought this setting would be appropriate.  


� While we don’t see very much of Agatha in The Children’s Hour or in my play, she still has a fairly important role.  In The Children’s Hour she was one of the only characters who saw through Mary’s pranks and lies, making her somewhat of a voice of reason.  It is very likely that Agatha is modeled after Hellman’s childhood nurse, Sophronia, who played an important role in shaping her life.  Hellman also used Sophronia as the model for Addie in her highly successful play The Little Foxes.  Similarly she utilized her mother’s family as the prototype for the Hubbards in “The Little Foxes”  (MacNicholas).  


� The ring is my attempt at creating symbolism, a key part in all of Hellman’s plays.   In fact, the symbolism of small objects is one of Hellman’s trademarks.  As was mentioned in American Writers, “In many of Hellman’s plays, the plot hinges on a trivial object:  a medicine bottle (The Little Foxes), a bracelet (Children’s Hour), a briefcase (Watch on the Rhine).”  The ring is my attempt at this object symbolism, key because Joe and Karen’s marriage might not have survived if Mary had not picked up the ring and left.


� As mentioned before, Agatha is a voice of reason in both The Children’s Hour, and my play An Adult’s Hour.  Mary’s comment that she lacks common sense, therefore, puts added suspicion on Mary in the play.  


� Originally I planned on ending the play quite differently.  I had decided that Mary would die in order to preserve the sense of morality that Hellman inserts into all of her plays.  However, Hellman never finishes her plays nice and proper, but rather leaves the audience wondering.  By having Mary come back, I am leaving the end up in the air.  





